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stay by her side, he would dance with her and
then, very handsomely, she would say: * Now
be off. You don't want your old wife at hand all
the evening.' But he had left her so quickly;
he had given her nobility no opportunity.

It is another of the signs that Providence had
its long finger crooked in this affair that the men
were all of them absent, Will dancing, Rockage
talking of his place in Wiltshire to an elderly
baroness, Pomfret making love to a very young
but very worldly Nun, and Georges . . . Well,
Georges, his head singing with Jennifer's beauty,
was betting with some young men on the stair-
case as to the number of young women's feet
you could see moving across the ballroom floor.

So the men were away. This was a woman's
affair. Rose Herries met Christabel by chance
behind the bronze-coloured curtains that por-
tioned off the ante-room from the ballroom. It
was comparatively quiet here: the music, the
voices came like water flowing up, ebbing away
again. The room had been cleared of furniture;
the walls had a blue and white paper recommended
to Christabel within the last month as the very
latest design. On it were depicted over and
over again the sorrows of Werther, an elongated
Werther watching a gigantic Lotte beside the
spring.

It was unquestioned that Christabel did not,
by this time, know what she was doing. It
seemed to her that the whole thing was a
devastating, world-shaking scandal. To-morrow
all London would be speaking of it. She and